LISBON   AND   OPORTO
mark of the Portuguese outlook and the richest contribution of the
race to the philosophy of mankind ",11 Here the women are to
be seen working as hard as the men, unloading ships and carrying
heavy loads in baskets on their heads, discharging cargoes into
ox-drawn wagons with elaborately carved yokes two feet high
and five feet across, no two alike, set upon great wooden wheels
with solid axles, living and working on a pittance and spending
their brief hour of leisure in nearby wineshops that look like caves.
Around the bend, the Ribeira quay, facing the Atlantic and extend-
ing for two miles, is a fine esplanade of gaily-coloured villas. This is
the residential quarter. Across the river, on the south bank and
reached by two lofty iron bridges, the Ponte de D. Luis Primeiro
and the Ponte de Maria Pia, lies Vila Nova de Gaia, a royal borough
which dates from the reign of King Sancho II. Here, in the cellars
and the great wine lodges of the port-wine merchants, is to be seen
the staple trade of Oporto.
Oporto is not rich architecturally. It is very noisy, and in places
it is tawdry, but it teems with life and industry. There are not
many good hotels and restaurants. The heart of the city, the
Praca da Liberdade and the Avenida dos Aliados, is pretentious in
style. It is possible to dine on cliff gardens overlooking the river
at the Palacio de Cristal, built in imitation of our own Crystal Palace,
to savour the pleasures of a ballroom and a theatre and to listen to
a band on a warm night tempered by a cooling breeze. The spirit
of the twelfth century can be recaptured in the church of Sao
Martinho de Cedofeita and it is possible to imagine that it might
have been built (as legend says it was) by Theodimir, the greatest
of the Suevian kings. The palaces erected by the great eighteenth-
century Italian architect, Nazzoni, the churches of the Misericordia,
of Carmo, of Sao Francisco and of Santa Clara, are all worth visiting,
but three impressions remain : the activity of the city, its coal smoke,
and the city under a sunset. " When I first entered the town there
was a rosy sunset glowing in the west, which bathed the whole
scene in an almost magical splendour. I have seldom in my life
been more moved and excited by the first view of a great city, and
throughout my stay in Oporto I took every opportunity of returning
to the bridge (of Dom Luis) in order to fix the picture on my
memory ".12 My own memory is not so much of the Oporto
which lies behind the hills overlooking the river, but of the view of
the river itself from the bridges. Necessarily the steamers and the
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